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would have liked to ride in a carriage with
springs. The soft, swift syllables of educated
speech often shamed her few rude ones. And
then all night to hear the grinding of the Atlantic
upon the rocks instead of hansom cabs and
footmen whistling for motor cars. ... So she
may have dreamed, scouring her cream pan.
But the talkative, nimble-witted people have
taken themselves to towns. Like a miser, she
has hoarded her feelings within 'her own breast.
Not a penny piece has she changed all these
years, and, watching her enviously, it seems as if
all within must be pure gold.

The wise old woman, having fixed her eyes
upon the sea, once more withdrew. The tourists
decided that it was time to move on to the
Gurnard's Head,

Three seconds later Mrs. Durrani rapped
upon the door,

" Mrs. Pascoe ? " she said.

Rather haughtily, she watched the tourists
cross the field path. She came of a Highland
race, famous for its chieftains.

Mrs, Pascoe appeared.